WESSEX TALES

11 don't want it/ she said. ' Besides, we may never
be to each other again what we once have been.'

1 That depends upon you/ said he, and they went
on again as before.

The hired carriers paced along over Shaldon Down
with as little hesitation as if it had been day, avoiding
the cart-way, and leaving the village of East Shaldon
on the left, so as to reach the crest of the hill at a
lonely trackless place not far from the ancient earth-
work called Round Pound, A quarter-hour more of
brisk walking brought them within sound of the
sea, to the place called Dagger's Grave, not many
hundred yards from Lulwind Cove, Here they
paused, and Lizzy and Stockdale came up with them,
when they went on together to the verge of the cliff.
One of the men now produced an iron bar, which he
drove firmly into the soil a yard from the edge, and
attached to it a rope that he had uncoiled from his
body. They all began to descend, partly stepping,
partly sliding down the incline, as the rope slipped
through their hands.

1 You will not go to the bottom, Lizzy ?' said Stock-
dale anxiously.

' No. I stay here to watch/ she said. * Mr. Owlett
is down there.'

The men remained quite silent when they reached
the shore; and the next thing audible to the two at
the top was the dip of heavy oars, and the dashing* of
waves against a boat's bow. In a moment the keel
gently touched the shingle, and Stockdale heard the
footsteps of the thirty-six carriers running forwards over
the pebbles towards the point of landing.

There was a sousing in the water as of a brood of
ducks plunging in, showing that the men had not been
particular about keeping their legs, or even their waists,
dry from the brine: but it was impossible to see what
they were doing, and in a few minutes the shingle was
trampled again. The iron bar sustaining the rope, on
which Stockdale's hand rested, began to swerve a little,
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